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PROLOG KE.
TAia romance 0 Freckles and

the Angel of the Limberloat is
one 0 tho moat novel, entertain-
ing, wholesome and fascinating
stories that have como from the
pen of an American author In
many years. The characters In
this sylvan tale are-- :

- Freckles, a plucky waif who
guards tho Limberlost timber
leases and dreams of angels.

Tho Swamp Angel, In whom
Freckles' sweetest dream ma- -
terialixes.

McLean, a member of a lumber
company, who befriends Freckles.
k Mrs. Duncan, who gives moth'
r love and a home to Freckles.
Duncan, head teamster of Mo-Lea-

timber gang.
The Bird Womant who is col-

lecting camera studies of birds
for a book.

r Lord and Lady O'More, who
como from Ireland in .quest of a
tost relative.
- Tho Man of Affairs, brusque
of manner, but big of heart.

Wessner, a timber thief who
wants rascality made easy.

Black Jack, a villain to whom
thought of repentance comes too
late.
(Continued from last woeks Issue)

SYNOPSIS.
Freckles, homeless, bor, I hired 67

Bom McLean to guard the expensif Um-
ber In the LJmberloet from Umber thieves.

Freckles dees his work faithfully, makes
friends with the birds and yearns to know
more about nature. He Uvea with Mr.
and lira, Duncan.

He resolve to eel books and educate
himself. He becomes tntereeted In a hue
pair of vultures and calls his bird friends
hja "chickens."
'Borne of the trees be Is guarding are

worth n.ooo each.-- Freckles books arrive.
He receives s call from wessner.

Wessner attempts to bribe Freckles to
betray his trust, and Freckles whins him.
McLean Overhears them and witnesses the

CHAPTER VI.
WEssrrcn gets a thrashing.

IIIIE boss crouched among the
III bushes like a tiger ready to
I A I BDrn" Dut ns Freckles' voice

' reached htm he held himself
.with tho effort of his Ufa to see what
mettle was In the boy.

"Don't you be wasting of me good
time In the numbering of mo hands,"
howled Freckles. "The strlngth of me
cause will make up for the weakness
of mo mlmbers, and the size of a cow-

ardly thief don't count You'll think
all the wildcats of the Limberlost is
tamed loose on you whin I come
aglnst you, and, as for me cause, I
alept with you, Wessner, the night I
come down the corduroy llko a dirty,
friendless tramp, and the boss was for
taking me up, washing-- , clothing and
feeding mo nnd giving me a borne full
of love and tinderness, and a master
to look to, and good, well earned mon-
ey la the bank. He's trusting me bis
heartful, and here comes you, you
spotted toad of tho big road, and In
sults me, us la an honest Irish gintle--

mln, by hinting that you concalve I'd
he willing to shut me eyes and hold
fast while you rob him of the thing
I was set and paid to guard and then

act the sneak and liar to him and ruin
and eternally blacken the soul of me.
You rascal," raved Freckles, "be fight-
ing before I forget tho laws of a

game nnd split your dirty
head with mo stick!"

Wessner backed nway, mumbling.
"But I don't want to hurt you, Frec-
kles."

"Oh, don't you!" raged tho boy.
"Well, you nln't resembling mo none,
for I'm itchln' llko death to gtt mo
fingers in the face of you."

He danced up and, ns Wessner
lunged out in self defense, ducked un-

der bis arm llko a bantam and
punched him In the pit of tho stomach,
so that ho doubled up with a groan.
Before Wessner could straighten him-
self Freckles was on him, fighting like
the wildest fury. The Dutchman dealt
thundering blows that sometimes
landdpiid sept Ifrecklcs reeling nnd
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sometimes missed", "wuflo 'T10 ""went
.plunging into tho emtio with tho Im
petus of them. Freckles could not
strike-- with lint f Wcssner's force, hut
he could land thrco blows to Wcssner's
one It was here that Freckles' days
or nlert watching on tho line, tho per
petunl swinging of tho heavy cudgel
and the enduranco of nil weather stood

In good stead, for ho was ns tough
as n plno knot and ns ngtlo ns n panther,
lie danced, ducked nnd dodged. For
tho first five minutes ho endured fear
ful punl'hmcnt. Then Wrssncr's
breath commenced to wh'lstlo between
his teeth, when Freckles had only Just
begun fighting. Ho sprang back with
shrill laughter.

"Begolly, nnd will your honor be
whistling (ho bornptpo for me to be
dancing of " he cried.

Spang went his fist Into Wcssner's
face, and ho was past him Into the
swale.

"And would you bo pleased to tune
up n little livelier?" he gasped and
clipped his car ns he sprang back.
Wessner lunged at him In blind fury.
Freckles, seeing an opening, forgot the
laws of a gentleman's game and drove
the too of his heavy wndlng boot Into
Wcssner's middle until ho doubled up
nnd fell heavily. In a flash Freckles
was on him. For a tlmo McLean could
not seo what was happening. "Go!
G.QtQhlm now!" Jje commanded, him- -

spang wxirr bis fist mo wcassia's
pica,

self, but' so intense wns nfJ""Si-Mir- o In
see the? boy win nlono that bo could
not stir.

At Inst Freckles sprang up and back
ed nway. "Timer' ho yelled llko a
fury. "Bo getting up, Mr. Wessner,
and don t be afraid of hurting me. I'll
let you throw In an extra hand nnd
lick you to mo complnto satisfaction
all tho same. Did you hear me call
tho limit? Will you get up and be
facing mo?"

As 'Wessner struggled to his feet he
resembled a battlefield, for his cloth
ing was In ribbons nnd his face anil
hands streaming blood.

"I I guess I got enough," he mum
bled.

"Oh, do you?" roared Freckles.
''Well, this ain't your say. You come
)n to mo ground lying about me bo
ind lntlmatin' I'd stale from his very

pockets. Now, will you be standing
up and taking your medicine like a
man or getting It poured down the
throat of you Uke a baby? I ain't got
enough. Tula la only Just the begin-
ning with me. Be looking out there!"

Ho sprang against Wessner and sent
him rolling. He attacked tbo unre-
sisting figure and fought him until be
lay limp and s0!l and Freckles had
no strength left to lift an arm. Then
he rosu and stepped back, gasping for
breath. With hi first good lungful
of air he shouted. "Time!" But the
figure of Wessner lay motionless.

Freckles watched him with regard-
ful eye and aaw at last that he was
completely exhausted. Ho bent over
him and, catching him by the back of
the neck, Jerked him to bis, knew.
Wessner lifted the faco of n'whlpped
cur and, fearing further, punishment,
burst into great shivering sobs. whHe
tho tears washed tiny rivulets through
the blood and muck. Freckles: step-
ped back, glaring nt Wessner, but sud-
denly tho scowl of nnger and tho ugly
disfiguring red faded from tbo boy's
face. lie dabbed at a cut on his tem-
ple, from which Issued a tiny crimson
stream, aud Jauntily shook back his
hair. Ilia faco took on tbo Innocent
look of a cherub, nnd his voluo rl-- 1

valcd that of a broodlug dove, but
into bis eyes crept a look of diabolical
mischief.

He glanced vnguoly about him until
ho. aaw lit club, seized nud twirled it
like u drum major, Ktuck it upright In
the muck nnd marched on tlptoa over
to Weg.Bn.er mechanically. nsn pujuyt
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worEed By a string. Trending" over,
Freckles reached an arm nlKmt Wcss-
ner's wnlst nnd helped him to his feet

"Careful, now," he cautioned: "bo
careful, Freddy. There's danger of you
hurting

Fishing n handkerchief from a back
pocket, Freckles tenderly wiped Wcss-
ner's eyes nnd nose.

"Come, Freddy, mo child." ho ad-

monished Wessner: "It's time
boys were getting heme. I've mo work
to do nnd can't bo entertaining you
any moro today. Como back tomor
row If you ain't through yet and we'll
repato tho porfnrmnnco,"

CITIZEN.

Again nn awful wrenching seized
McLean. Freckle stepped bnck ns
Wessner, tottering nnd reeling llko a
thoroughly drunken mnn, enmo toward
the path, looking Indeed as if wildcats
had taken their fill of him.

18,

me."

little

Tho cudgel spun high In nlr, nnd.
catching it with nn expertness ac
quired by long prnctlco on tho line, tho
boy twirled it a second nnd, stopping
out Into tho trail, followed Wessner.
Because Freckles was Irish It was Im
possible to do It silently, nnd presently
his clear tenor rang out, though there
were bad catches wbcro ho was hard
pressed for breath:
"It wns the Dutch! It was the Dutch.
Do you think It was the Irlah hollered

helpT Not muchl
It was the Dutch. It wns the Dutch"

Wessner turned nnd mumbled: "What
you following mo for? Whnt arc? you
going to do with me?"

Freckles cnlled the Limberlost to wit
ness. "How's that for tho lngratitudo
of n boast? And mo troubling meself
to show him t(T me territory wit 11 tho
honors of wnr!

Then he changed his tone completely
nnd ndded: "Belike it's this-- . Freddy,
You see. tho boss might come riding
down this trail nny minute, nnd the
little mare's so whcodlesorao, that If
she'd come on to you in your prlslnt
stnte nil of n sudden she'd stop, that
short she'd send Mr. McLean out over
the ears of her. No disparagement In
tlnded to the slnso of the mare!" he
added hastily.

Wessner belched n fearful oath, and
Freckles laughed merrily.

"That's a sample or tne thanks n
generous act's always for getting," bo
continued. "Here's me neglectin' me
work to csciiort you out proper, nnd
you saying such awful words. Fred
dy," ho demanded sternly, "do you
want mo to soap out your mouth?
You don't seem to bo realizing It, but
If you was to buck into Mr. McLean
in your prlslnt state without me thcro
to explain matters tho chance is he'd
cut the liver out of you. nnd I shouldn't
think you'd be wanting such n fine gin
tlemnn ns him to see that It's white."

Wessner grow ghastly under hh
grime nnd broke Into n staggering run.

Freckles twirled the baton and stood
like n soldier nt "attention" until
Wessner left the clearing, but It wns
the Inst scene of thnt performance,
w ucn 1110 iioy tunica there was n
deathly illness In his face, nnd his legs
wavered llko reeds beneath his weight.
He staggered back to tho case, and
opening It, ho took out a piece of cloth
He dipped it into the water and. sit
ting on n bench, he wiped the blood
nnd grime from his face, while his
breath sucked between his clinched
teeth. Ho wns shivering with pain
nnd excitement in spite of himself.
He unbuttoned the band of his right
sleeve, and, turning it bnck, exposed
the blue lined, calloused whiteness of
his maimed virm. now vividly streaked
wlth.conyiilon?, while In n series of
circular dots the blood oozed"" slowly,
nere Wessner had succeeded In setting
ills teeth. When Freckles saw whnt It
was he forgavo himself the kick In tho
Pit of Wcssner's stomach.

"Freckles, Freckles." saldN McLean's
voice.

Freckles snatched down his sleeve
and rose to his feet

"Excuse me, sir," bo said. "You'll
surely be belnvln' I thought mwolf
alone.

McLean pushed him carefully to the
sent nnd. bending over him, opened a
pocket case that he carried ns regu-
larly ns his revolver nnd watch, for
cuts nnd bniNes were of dally

among the gang.
Taking tho hurt arm, he turned back

the sleeve nnd bathed and liound up
the wounds. He examined Freckles'
bead and body and convinced himself
that tlero wns no permanent injury,

Then be sat down beside Freckles.
All the indescribable beauty of tbe

saw only the bruised face of tbe suf
fering, boy, who had hedged for tho in
formation he wanted like a diplomat,
srgued llko a Judge, fought llko a
sbelk and triumphed llko a devil.

As the pain lessened and breath
caught up with Freckles' pounding
heart be watched tbo boss from the
tail of his eye. How bad McLean got
there, and bow long had bo been
there? Freckles did not dare ask. At
last be aroso and, going to tbo case,
took out his revolver and tbe wlro
mending apparatus and locked the
door. Then bo turned to McLean.

"Havo you any orders, sir?" bo ask
ed.

Yes," said McLean, "I have, and
you aro to follow them td tho letter.
Turn over that apparatus to me and
go straight home. Soak yourself in

and go to bed at once. Now, hurry."
"Mr. McLean," said Freckles, "It's

sorry I nm to be telling you, but the
afternoon's walking ot tbo lino nln't
done. You see, I was Just for getting
to mo feet to start, and I was ou good
tlmo when up camo a'glntlemnu, and
we got Into a llttlo argument.
It's olther or It's Just begun,
but between us I'm thnt lato I haven't
started for tho afternoon yet I must
be going nt once, for thero's n tree I
must find beforo the day's over."

"You plucky little idiot," growled
McLean "you can't walk the lino! J

doubt "If Toi' can gcttoI)uncan's,
Don't you know when you aro done
up? lou go to bed. I'll finish your
.work."

"Nlvcrl" protested Freckles1, "I was
Just n Utile done up for the prlslnt a
minute ngo. I'm all right nowv ltld
lng boots aro nway too low Tho
dny's hot nnd tho wnlk a good seven
miles, sir. Nlver!"

As ho reached for tho outfit ho pitch
ed forward and his eyes closed. Mc,
Lean stretched him on tho moss nnd
applied restoratives. When Freckles
returned to consciousness McLean ran
to tho cabin to tell Mrs. Duncan to get
n hot bath ready and to bring Nellie.
That worthy woman promptly filled
tho wash liotlcr nnd net a roaring, fire
under it 8 ho pushed tho horse, trough
off its batto and rolled It, up ta the
kitchen,

By tbe tlmo McLean camct again
leading Nclllo nnd holding Freckles on
her back, Mrs. Duncan was ready for
business. Sho and tho boss laid Freck
les in n trough nnd poured on hot wn
tcr until bo squirmed. They soaked,
rubbed nnd scoured him. Then they
let tho hot wntcr off nnd closed his
pores with cold. Lastly they stretched
him on tho floor nnd chafed, rubbed
and kneaded him until ho cried out
for mercy. As they rolled blm Into
bed his eyes dropped shut, but a llttlo
later they llarcd open.

"Mr. McLean," ho cried, "tho tree!
Oh, do bo looking nftcr tho tree!'

McLean bent over him. "Which tree,
Freckles?"

"I don't know exact, air, but it's on
tbo cast line, nnd tbo wlro is fastened
to it. He bragged that you nailed It
yourself, sir. You'll know it by the
bark having been laid open to the
grain somewhero low down, nnd it wna
$500 ho offered me to be selling you
out sir!"

Freckles' head rolled over and his
eyes dropped shut McLean's mind
traveled back to tbe night almost n
year before when he had engaged.
Freckles, a stranger.

McLean bent covering tho hurt arm
with one hand and laying tbe other
with n caress on tbo boy's forehead.
Freckles stirred nt bis touch and twit-
tered ns softly as tho swallows under
the eaves.

If you'ro coming this way tomor
row bo pleased to step over and we'll
repato the chorus softly."

"Bless tho gritty devil," growled Mc
Lean.

Then ho went out and told Mrs. Dun- -

enn to keep close wntch on Freckles
nnd send Duncan to him nt tho swamp
tho minute ho camo home. Following
tho trail down to the lino nnd bnck to
the scene nf the fight, tho boss entered
Freckles' Btudy softly, ns if his spirit
sleeping there might bo roused, nnd
gazed about with astonished eye.

How had tho boy conceived It? What
n picture he had wrought in living col-

ors! He had the heart of a painter;
he bad the soul of a poet. Thu boss
stepped cnrcfully over tbe velvet car-
pet nnd touched tho walls of crisp ver-dur- o

with gentle fiugvrs. Ho stood
long beside tbe flower bed nnd gaxed
at the banked wnll of bright flowers as
if ho could never leave off

CHAPTER VII.
A.X A(OEI. UATEMALIZKS.

HHRR hnd Freckles ever found
nnd how had he transplanted
such ferns? As McLean turned
from tbcm he stopped sudden- -

Ho hnd reached the door of the
cnthedrnl. Thnt which Freckles had
nttempted would have boon patent to
nny one. What hnd been In the heart
of the shy. silent boy when bo had
found that long, dim stretch of forest.
decorated its entrance, cleared nnd
smoothed Its nlslo nnd carpeted Its

What veriest work of Ood wns In
theo mighty living pillars and tho
arched dome of green! How like stain-
ed cathedral windows were tho long
openings between tho trees, filled with
rifts of blue, rays of gold and the shift
ing emerald of leaves'. Where could
be found mosaics to match this nlslo
paved with living color and glowing
lights? Was Freckles a devout Chris
tian and did he worship here? Or was
be nn untnught heathen nnd down this
vista of entrancing loveliness did Pan
come piping nnd dryads, nymphs and
fairies dance for him?

Who can fathom the heart of a boy?
McLean had been thinking of Freckles
na a creature of unswerving honesty,

courage and faithfulness. Hero was
place was strong about blm, but he ovidenco of a heart aching for beauty,

heated

art, companionship, worship. It was
writ large all over the floor, walls and
furnishing of that llttlo Limberlost
clearing.

When Duncan camo McLean told him
tbo story of the light, and they laughed
until tbey cried. Theu they started
around tho Hue iu search of tbe tree-- .

Said Duncan, "Now tho boy Is In for
soro troublo!"

"I hope not," nnswered McLean,
"You never in all your life saw a cur
whipped so completely. Uo won't
coma back for the repetition of tho
chorus. Wo can surely And tbo tree.
If wo can't Freckles can. I will bring
enough ot tbe gang to tako It out at
once. Ttiat wil insuro peaco for a
time at least, and I nni hoping that in
n month moro tho wbolo gang cau be
moved here. It will soon bo fall, and

tbo hottest bath your skin will bear then, If ho will go, I intend to send

settled

Freckles to my motner to uo ouucaicu.
With his qulckucsd of mind nnd body
nnd a few years' good help ho enn do
anything. Why, Duncun, I'd give a
hundred dollar bill If you could buve
been hero and seen for yourself."

Locating tho tree was an easy task
becauso It was so well Iduiitlfled.
When tho rumblo of the lumber wag
ons passing the cabin on tho way to
tbo swamp wakened Freckles next
morning ho sprung up aud wus 'soon
following them. Tho tree was n gUut
maplo aud so precious that they

lt.out.bx tjio roots. .

"McLcrih had toTil Freckles to ride on
a section of tho maplo with him, but
now tho boy begged to go Into the
swamp with Duncan.

"I don't seo why you wnnt to go,"
said McLean. "I havo no buslnea to
let you out today at all."

"It's me chickens, sir," nnswered
Freckles.

Freckles hurried into tho swamp,
no was some llttlo dlstanco behind,
but ho could still see tho men. Before
ho overtook them they hnd turued
from tho west road and had entered
tho swamp toward tho cast. Tbe un-

derbrush was almost Impenetrable. As
they plunged Into it n great black bird
wept over their bends.
Freckles danced wildly. "It's mc

chickens! Ob, It's mo chickens!" ho
shouted. "Ob, Duncan, come quick!
You'vo found tho nest of mo precious
chickens!"

Duncnn hurried down to tho mouth

be
his tho

tnnny

d It

wns
of

bit morass
A her

her
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Sho parted tho bushes stilt further.

Freckles saw that her blue cot
clung to her, limp with per

It torn across the
I breast. Ono slecvo bung open froit
I shoulder to oIImw. A thorn had rakcl
I her nrm until It wns covered- wltt

blood, nnd tho gtints nnd mosqnltoei
wero clustering about It. Her
were lace hoso nnd low shoes.
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In low shoes! He cnught an armful
of mos.i from his cnriiet and burled II

in tho oozo front of her for a foot-
ing.

"Get out where I see whert
you nre Quick, for tho lift
of youT' ho ordered.

Shu smiled on blm Indulgently.
"Why?" she
"Did let you como hero
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urged Freckles.
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you fellows ever seo a bird like that. Suo '""Kbed as if It wero a One Joke.

ono bad.
"Well," said

to mo oft noon,
and If I

a bird
seems to glad

to ono llko that."
you to

said

long

nnd
aud 1111

In
ol

nil

wns

feel
In

hero can

nnd

It

of

"Maybe if I'd bo telling you I killed
a rattler curled up on that Bamo place
you're us long as mo body
and tho thickness ot mo arm you'd bo

whero I seo your
ho urged Insistently.

"Wbnt imperfectly delightful little
broguo you speak," sho "My fa-
ther is Irish, and half ought to bo
enough to eutltlo mo to do much.

Tho next mornlnir Frix-klr- a hnrrlwi I'd-- bo telling you.'" ebo
about tho trail, and on his way down rounding and accenting each
tho east ho slipped In to seo tho carefully.
chickens. Tho mother bird was ou ' "lt you was understanding tbo dan- -

tho nest. Ho was afraid tho other Scr'" uo contluued desperately.
egg might bo hntchlng, so ho did ' "0u' 1 ioa't think thero Is much!"
not venture to disturb her. Ho made 8qo tilted on tho morass.
tho round nnd reached his study early, "lf rou kMotf ono Bimko hero It's
Ho had his lunch nlonc nnd did not all thero Is near, nnd nny.
need to start on thu second trip until waJ' tn0 Bird WoraJm says a rattle- -

the tho
havo to work on his
bed, improvo hU and

his chlekeiis.
The bent beenmu moro Insistent.

Noon come, Freckles nto din-ae- r

hour two
n bench with a

a
afterward

exquisite

soft, waving

branches,

looking
quavered

"I

mosquito

pleased

llttlo
ton frock
splration.

Freckles Limberlost

J In

stepping.

Inquired.
nnybody

picture
rurbotletl

something

standing

moving can footing,"

said.

that
'Maybo-- lf
Imitated,

sidu wor(l

Just

probably

snuko Is a gentleman aud always gives
warning beforo 'ho strikes. I don't
hear any rattling. Do you?"

"Would yon bo kuowlug It if' you
did?" asked Freckles almost "Impa-
tiently.

How tho laugh of tho young thing
rijjxiltdl.

(Continued next wook.).
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